and had Inhibitions when k came to transmit her emotions
into the sweeping, though meaningless, gestures of the
opera. She would lift one hand and drop it again, lift her
chin and turn her face up, not towards the galleries in the
dark house but towards heaven. Her neck blossomed
strong and straight from the dark shawl she wore around
her shoulders. The spotlight conjured a golden halo around
her blonde hair. There was confidence and determination
in every line of this upturned little face, while her voice kept
on streaming and soaring and sobbing, easy, without strain.
Doctor Mayer's cliffs were enormously effective in this
scene. They made Micaela look so small, so lonely, so
utterly valiant in her pursuit of the man she loved. The
audience listened breathlessly. Bhakaroff, who knew audi-
ences, could feel the tension in the house; it touched his
temples like something tangible, like the first gust of a
searing sirocco. She's got them, he thought jubilantly,
to-night she's got them, she's got them all right. To 'get'
an audience was a renewed fight in every performance, it
was like wrestling with a big beast, getting at its throat
and forcing it to obey. No one knew it better than Alex-
ander Bhakaroff. Sybil had finished the middle part of the
aria and the melody returned with an exquisite modulation
to the repetition of the beginning. The legato there was an
ever new delight to Bhakaroff and he had tormented Sybil
with it until she had thrown herself on the carpet and
burst into tears. To-night she had it. To-night everything
was perfect. To-night Bhakaroff was happy, he had not
been so happy for years. He bent forward in an effort to
see her better yet, closer, clearer. Now he seemed to
recognize every detail in her face, her hair, her vibrant
nostrils of a thoroughbred, even the fine hollows beneath
her high cheek bones. He took a deep breath and closed
his eyes for a second. Sybil was still there. He could see
her with dosed eyes as clearly as he saw her with his eyes
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